THE STEEL GLAS.
And pray no more but ordinairie prayers.

And yet therin, I pray you (my good priests)
Pray ftil for me, and for my Glaffe of fleele
That it (nor I) do any minde offend,
Bycaufe we mew, all colours in their kinde.
And pray for me, that (fmce my hap is fuch
To fee men fo) I may perceiue myfelfe.
0 worthy words, to ende my worthleffe verfe,
Pray for me Priefls, I pray you pray for me.

FINIS.

Tarn Marti, gudm Mercurio.

